PRIVATE    LIVES                 ACT I
ELTOT :  Run me without my knowing it ?
SIBYL (withdrawing slightly) : I think you're being a
little unkind.
ELYOT : No, I don't mean to be. I was only
wondering.
SIBYL: Well?
ELYOT : I was wondering what was going on inside
your mind, what your plans are really ?
SIBYL :   Plans ;    Oh, Elli!
ELYOT : Apart from loving me and all that, you
must have plans.
SIBYL : I haven't the faintest idea what you're
talking about.
ELYOT : Perhaps it's subconscious then, age old
instincts working away deep down, mincing up little
bits of experience for future use, watching me carefully
like a little sharp-eyed, blonde kitten.
SIBYL :  How can you be so horrid.
ELYOT : I said Kitten, not Cat.
SIBYL :   Kittens grow into cats.
ELYOT :  Let that be a warning to you.
SIBYL (slipping her arm through his again) : What's the
matter, darling; are you hungry ?
ELYOT :   Not a bit.
SIBYL : You're very strange all of a sudden, and
rather cruel. Just because I'm feminine. It doesn't
mean that I'm crafty and calculating.
ELYOT : I didn't say you were either of those things.
SIBYL : I hate these half masculine women who go
banging about.
ELYOT : I hate anybody who goes banging about.
SIBYL :   I should think you needed a little quiet
womanliness after Amanda.
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